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On the eve of the '31st day of March, 1881, at 10 o'clock, 
Lillian Marie Harnickeirs light went oat in this world, only 
to be more brilliantly relighted in another. 

She did not die : anything so beautiful in form, mind, and 
spirit could not die. She only passed on to that ^'beautiful 
home of the souL" It took her many hours to make the 
journey across the *j River of Jordan," but, although she had 
been a great traveller for one so young, we know she never 
took a more delightful journey. All the afternoon were the 
angels of heaven strewing the most beautiful of flowers over 
the waves which were bearing her frail bark to the shores of 
the ^^Land of Light." She repeatedly said to me: "Mamma, 
I never saw nor imagined there were such beautiful flowers 
grew, and so many of them, mamma, just as far as I can see." 
How kind of God, to send these angels, with these lovely 
flowers, to brighten Lilly's way, as the poor darling had had 
a hard struggle, for ten long days and nights, trying to be 
willing to "leave mamma." And, more than that, God even 
opened the portals of heaven — the gates of gold — that she 
might catch a glimpse of the beautiful world beyond. Then, 
too. He had his beloved Son t the entrance, ready to receive 
my child. I know all this, as, a few hours before her frail 
life-boat landed on that shining shore, the blessed child's dear 
little face was suddenly suffused with the holiest of smiles, 
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and we heard her say, in such a sweet tone of welcome, ' ' My 
Saviour — my Redeemer." A few hours before this, during 
the first part of Lilly's journey home, an angel, with the 
*'Book of Gold," came to the darling one, and distinctly we 
all heard her register her name in full, "Fannie Wilhemina 
Lillian Marie Harnickell." Thank God for that Book; and 
may I live so that, in time, the same angel may meet me, 
and I can register my name directly under that of my sainted 
child. How thankful I am that God and his angels opened 
heaven so beautifully that Lillian could see glories sufficient 
to overbalance the leaving of her mamma. Almost every 
hour, for many days, had she said, "How gladly would I die. 
but I cannot leave mamma." When asked if she was afraid 
to die, she smiled so sweetly and said, "Afraid to die? Oh! 
no; but I cannot leave mamma." How l^autiful, then, must 
heaven have appeared to have made her go, at last, so happy. 

Lilly was several days making preparations for * * going nome. " 
She thought and spoke of all her friends, gave away her 
playthings— even thought of her dear old horse, asking me to 
promise "never to seU BiUy." Once, at miduight, when her 
terrible pain had worn her almost out, she asked me to sing 
with her a duet (which she always loved to hear, and often 
requested Aunt Mandane and Cousin Anpa to sing), "Jesus, 
lover of n>y soul." I tried, but failed; and in a sweet, clear 
voice — as if singing to angels, instead of her mamma — she 
sang two verses all through. I, believe Pa, Hattie, Charles, 
and all our loved ones in heaven, heard her. After she had 
finished, she had a few moments' sleep, the first for many 
hours. ^ ^ ^"^Z 

For -two years and six months this world has had in it one 

of the fairest and loveliest of beings. I know it cannot help 

being a better world for having had her, and I know I must 
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be a better woman for having been the mother of such a child 
as Lilly Harnickell. She was human and not faultless, but 
she was such a good child. She loved to read the Bible ; she 
loved to pray ; she loved her Sunday school ; and oh ! how she 
*' loved her mamma." Lilly alone had the power of dispelling 
the blackest of clouds from her mamma's heart. No matter 
how low these clouds hung, Lilly would always peep under 
and find their silver lining. In her last hours she repeatedly 
asked for pencil and paper to "write papa," but was too weak 
to do so. Once she wanted to write "poor Aunt Lrene." 

During the whole of my Lilly's life, it has seemed to be the 
aim of every one to make her happy. At the last, how her 
friends clustered about her, and she was so appreciative of all 
that was done. She never forgot to thank us, and so often 
said, ' * Oh ! how goo(i you all are to me." Nothing that earthly 
hand could do, or loving hearts suggest, was left undone for 
LiUy. "Poor, budding flower, never allowed to bloom," as a 
cousin said of her. 

Again was God's goodness to and love of my child shown. 
At the last moment, as her frail boat wks landing on the other 
shore, one of God's ministering angels of the earth was at the 
helm to hand my precious one, from me, "Safe in the arms 
of Jesus." Nestle close there, darling Lilly, until a few days 
are gone by, and mamma comes to clasp you again to her breast 

Although my Lilly was very, very ill, there was something 
unusually sacred during her whole illness. I feel in my heart, 
as do all that were by her, that every moment spent by her 
bedside, during those ten days, were holy moments. 



*' Thou touches us lightly, O God, in our grief, 

But how rough is Thy touch in our proeperous hour ! 
All was bright, but Thou earnest, so dreadful and brief, 
Like a thunderbolt falling in garden of flowers. 
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" My children ! my children ! they clustered all round me. 
Like a rampart which sorrow could never break thi*ou<;h ; 
Each change in their beautiful lives only bound me 
In a spell of delight, which no care could undo. 

'* But the eldest I Oh I Father ; how glorious she was, 
With her soul looking through her fountain-like eyes ; 
Thou lovest Thy flrst-boro, and had I not cause 
The treasure Thou gavest me. Father, to prize ? 

** But the lily-bed lies beaten down by the rain. 

And the tallest is gone from the place where she giew ; 
My tallest ! my fairest ! Oh, let me complain ; 
For life is unroofed, and the tempest beats through. 

" I murmur not. Father I My will is with Thee ; 
I knew, at the first, that my darling was Thiue ; 
Had'st Thou taken her earlier, O Father — but see ! 
Thou had'st left her so long that I dreamed she was mine. 

"Thou hast honored my child by the 8i)eed of Thy choice; 

Thou hast crowned her with glory ; o'erwhelmed her with mirth ; 
She sings up in heaven, with her sweet-sounding voice. 
While I, a saint's mother, am weeping on earth. 

" Thou art blooming in heaven, my Blossom, my Pride, 
And thy beauty makes Jesus and angels more glad ; 
Saints' mothers have sung, when their eldest-born died, 
Oh, why, my own Saint, isthy mother so sad ? 

" Oh, forgive me — dear Sanour ! on heaven's bright @hore. 
Should I still, in my child, find a separate joy ; 
While I lie in the light of Thy face evermore. 
May I think heaven bright ,t, because of my — Lily." 

— [Fiiber^H Hymntf. 



Remarks of W. H. King, D. D. 

Along the path of life we are not unfrequeutly called to a 
bait We meet with some experience, for the reason of which 
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ve Imye to irait. And viben it is remembered tbnt ii 
wiedoui plans, &ti irresistible power esacotes, atid that, ove 
all, presides a gnodiieHS trsusceiidiug all hnmau sbilit; b 
comprehend, we cau afford to wait. TUal God reigns is auough 
— all that can be required in an; event. Here the baffied 
lutellect. the wounded affections, may Sud a sacre 
God's waj-B may be to us a '"great de«p:" hut, knowing they 
are wise Bud good, we can adopt the language of the poet, 
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It is not claimed that sncb a viev of the goTemment of the 
affairs ot this world will diiniuish, iu the least, the ardor or 
affection which biuds ns to kiodred, but it must certainly 
help nx to carry the load of grief which cooies from separations, 
and for this reason it seeniB a proper snggestiou on the present 



Th( 



it that has called ns together, it Qi net be acknowledged, 

IS to involve an irreparable losa, and yet it must be 

thati rightly iuterpreted, God's dealings with us 

good, and not eriL We may not see it: it is 

required that we should; it is enough if 

believe it. 

1 dear one, who has left ns, died young, very — early 
[o rest; but she lived long enough to win a place in the 
□ns of all who knew her. A. mere child in years, hut a 
u ill luatnrity of thonfibtfnlneHe and affectioo; nerer. 
any circumstance, forgetting herself, in Kpeech or 
id loved. 



If life is to be measared not by years, but by the matnrity 
of the diviner powers in us, we would not deem it extravagant 
to say, the life of LilUan teas equal to, if not beyond the average 
of her race. 

We commend her example to the young; and those who 
loved her so much we commend to the grace of Him who 
doeth all things in love. 



Remarks by Rev. E. W. Caswell. 

I am reminded, to-day, of one of Longfellow's immortal 
stanzas, where he says : 



" There is no death ! What eeerus 8o Ib transition ; 
This :ife of mortal breath 
Is but the suburb of the life e!ysian, 
Whose portal we call death." 

A greater than Longfellow, many centuries before, uttered 
similar strange language, when he said: "Verily, verily, I 
say unto you, if a man keep my saying he shall never see 
death.'* * * * "Ajad whosoever liveth and believeth in 
me shall never die." 

O I glorious truth, for all sorrowing hearts : * * There is no 
death." *' Christ hath abolished death." You may enter the 
dark valley, you may behold the shadow of death, but death 
has fled forever ; he is a vanquished foe, and the Eternal Son 
is the victor. 

Nay, death is transformed from foe to friend. He swings 
wide his portals, that we may enter the unseen and eternal ; 
he tears off the husks that the golden grain may be garnered : 
he hands the budding flower to the Gurdener of the skies, 



tbat it may hloom in amaraatbine beauty; he helps tbe voyager 
a Ihe bend in the civec of life. We tbiut they ore dead, 

because nnaeen ; but it's the same river— broadensd by glorified 
DQ, Hnd beautified and shnded by the trees of life on either 

Ve are nil making the same voyage, and will soon pass the 
point whore we last saw oar loved ones, and will be permittad 

ontinne the voyage of life in happy union tocever, 

nrely, if death ever looked like life, it is in tha beautiful 
form before us to-dilj. Lillian looks as if she had lain down 

mg tbe Bowers to rest aud had fallen into a peaceful sleep ; 
and. indeed, that is all it is. Lillian awakes in a PaTadise of 
flowers, while the beautiful form sleeps till the morning oometh. 
The earth will not hold in its tosam the mother's treasure 
— your obild went home the hour jou thought she died. You 
may raresH tbe cwhet: it is all you can see now; bnt tbe 
precious Jewel in the bunds of Jesus, more beautiful than 

r, invitee the loved ones henveDward, and, lookiug u 
Hiui. you will find yoar treasure there. 

Very rarely does one ot herteuderyearssofullycomprehend 
he change which was about I'D take place; she coDversed 
freely and familiarly about it. At about six o'clock, aa if 
longing to go, ni\e broke out in the trinuiphant language: 
"My Bedeemerl My Saviour!" A few bours before the 
niprisoned spirit was freed, ber taoe all radiant with hope, 
ibe eiulniiued: "01 luainma, what beeuliful flowers I see;" 
and then, feeUng the stroug tide of child-love for tbe one 
dearest of all ou earth, she cried out with pBAsionate teudemesB : 
"O! luaiuuift, I'd want to die. if it wasu't for leaving you." 

Dnriug her last boars she asked her mamma to sing '" Jesus, 
lover of my bouI:" but the voiiie of the dsar one was choked 
with ^ief, and the heart was ton heavy for aoog, so Lilly 
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herself broke forth in a clear, full-toned voice, and sang to 
the tone Refuge: 

'* JesuB, lover of my soul, 
' Let me to tby boeom fly ; 
Yl^e the nearer waters roll — 

While the tempest still is high I 
Hide me, O I my Saviour, hide 
Till the storm of life is past ; 
Safe unto the haven guide, 
O, receive my soul at last." 

In a little while the happy spirit of Lillian had reached the 
hiding-place — the bosom of eternal love, clasped in everlasting 
arms. 

May the stricken mother, whose sonl is riven with this swift 
and piercing sorrow, find strong consolation in believing 
prayer, in the blessed word of Gk>d, and in holy communion 
with our Lord and Savionr, Jesns Christ. 

May all the loved ones, and the many friends of Lillian, 
who are gathered here to-day, journey in the path which leads 
where she has gone, and one by one pass through the same 
gateway into the Eternal City of Ood. 



From Mrs. H. McLear. 



THE ALPINE SHEEP. 

When on my ear your loss was knelled, 

And tender sympathy upburst, 
A little spriDg from memory welled. 

Which once at quenched my bitter thirst ; 
And I was fain to bear to you 

A portion of its mild relief, 
That it might be a healing dew. 

To steal some fever from your grief. 
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*ftnr o„r child's uDlrouWed breitli 




Up lo the F.Qier look iU B>™y. 




Ana on onr hoBio Ihe nhiulB of Dentil, 




Liko n long twilight, h.onttng iBj, 




And rriendH cudb rdnnd, with UH to neep 




Her UttlB spWt swift removed. 




Thn sWrj of ihe ■' *]plnB Sheep " 




W»H told to us hy one we loved. 








Soon (TOP the ucudow's tender prime. 




And when the sod grans bromi and bare. 




The Shepherd Mrlves to make thetu climb 




To .117 ahelvBB ol parture greMi, 








Where grms snd Oowere together loan, 






le. 


But ought (u tempt the timid tUngn 




The Bteep and nigged path to try, 




Thoueb Bwest tho •hopherd csUs and eingt. 








Tin In hih Mrrna his Umlw he takes, 




A3aag the dlEzy verge to go, 




Then, headless of U» Hft« «d break.. 




Thej follow on o'er rook and snow. 




ADA In those psstDres. Uf t«t fair. 




HoK dew; soft than lowland mead. 




The Shepherd drape bis lender rate. 




And sheep and Ismb together feed. 




TWi parable, by Satnro breathod. 




Blew on lue a« the sonth wind tree. 












A WlHstuI tlrton thmngb the night 




Would aD my happy senses sway. 




Of the OocCL Shepherd on the bolglit. 




Of clhiiblug up the Btarry wiy, 
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Holding, our little lamb asleep, 
While, like the munuTir of the sea. 

Sounded that voice along the deep, 
Saying, Arise, and follow me. 



Metz, Germany, April 24, 1881. 
My Poob, Deab Sibteb Kate: 

It was with a trembling heart that I broke the seal of the 
last letter from Owego, written in a strange hand. With the 
deepest sorrow did I read that dear, sweet Lillian had been 
called away from yon— that yon had given up your darling to 
God's keeping, and must now seek her among that blissfol 
company of angels and pure spirits that we hope to meet 
hereafter. Dear Kate, I trust I need not assure you that I 
feel with you most truly and sincerely, and that I deeply lament 
the premature death of your lovely daughter, whose warm 
little heart, whose gifted young mind, whose beautiful face, 
made her the idol of your heart. Beally, it seems almost too 
much to bear — so many other heartaches— and now, such a 
terrible wound; such a giving up of all your hopes; such a 
laying down of that dear little form, in the cold, dark grave — 
it is too sad. But, dear sister, even though you loved your 
Lilly with all the warmth and fervor of a mother's love, God 
loved her more, and therefore early marked her for His own 
— took her to His breast, where she is in the full possession 
of joy and happiness, that we cannot even picture to ourselves 
with mortal eyes. Think of your darling, arrayed in the 
shining robes of bliss, all smiles, all happiness, and think 
what she has been spared, to have been taken away unspotted 
from the world. What a short but what a happy life was 
hers, and she has left you to be happier stiU. It is difficult to 



forget oue'n own fePlJugH und tbiuk nuly of othem. bat-B 
iiiotliei'a love will b(<Br the jielai, even m minb a cose; nnd. 
althougli wilti a bleeding heart, I know that yon will yet learn 
lo bow subiiiieirively f> God's will, and say: "Tby wil! be 
done. " And, dear Kate, though you ore a vefj poor aud deeply 
bereft oiotber. yon haia still another child left (o comfort 
yoa— to be your Bljty aud support; and God grant that Victor 
may f^row up to be all yov ever wiHhed or hoped. Heury eeutts 
hU wHruieat love and the eipreBsiouH of his deepest sympathy. 
How I wiHb I could place a wreath ou Lilliau's grave— (dear 
little oue, bow aweet she was.) Mother wilt deeply deplore 
herdtiHtb. I, of<^aan«e, Rent the letter ouiiiiiuedktely. Denr 
Kiite. try to bear up for Vielor'H aake; you have hiui to live 
for. nnd manj othoTB that love yon dearly. Love from Emily, 
aud II warm embrace from your loving Kister, 

Anna F. Habniceell. 



My Deab MRU. Habsiceeu, : 

If it were potwible tor me to «ny "iw word only that would 
be of comfort lo you. bow thitnkfal wonld I he. Von eurtaiuly 
have uiy ilti'fii^l ttyuipulliy ju this hour of darkness nnd trial, 
and I ferl lunr thnt 1 van truly lympatbiKc with you. ft^el part 
of your affliction nH I never wiuld befon-. Too lately have I 
lied my wrrow lo forget ilit Bbarpt'Bl pau^; the wiioudv are 
utiE open, tlioush the Mighty Healer has been very kind to 
me. In that dark hour all the comfort 1 had nw from Iliiu 
who 1 felt had never forBuken me. 

I often wonder bow I bore my trial, but it wiw only UirrinRb 
conslant i)niyiT for help fiwio above. Then Hie nhoc'k »«; nfi 
great I van Eluoned. Do you know I tove lo tbiuk that one 
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of tbe laet persons with Mama was yoar Kttle LilliaQ, and i 
she is with her again. What a joytal meeting it will be for 
ns when we get there— home aX last— with our loved one 
meet aa. How kind Providence has been in allowing us Co 
have Uved with theBe dear ones au long as we have— to h 
known them as we did. 

Think bow man; fcriaiR little Lillian hnn been tfpared, and 
how hnppg ahe ia now. Could we hut aee them for one momi 
I feel sure wu would not wish thetn hack That yon may have 
strength lo bear this great affliction is my constant prayer. 
Will you not try to read Longfellow's poem. "' Resignation "^t 
ig so lovely, so sympathizing? Uy heart itches for yon, and 
I do hope yon may be comforted. With sincere love, 
Your sympatbiltitlg frieod, 

Julia J. Buaa. 



aiHiC[;aB, April 20, 1H8I. 
BebEaveb COTIBIN, KnTi Habkickkll: 

The Had news of Lillie's death, an sudden nnd nneipected, 
affepte<l me deeply, and I can not refrain from Iflndering you 
mj heartfelt sympathy in your (jreat, irreparable bereavement 
Lillie WHS a very bright, sweet disposition ed, a very lovely 
cbi]d of singular promise. 1 hnve a lively sense of the heavy 
and crashing blow that has Rome npou you. Nor are yon 
the sole mourner over her early departure. 

It is very gratifying to me to be told by sister Eliza that 
LLUie cherished a sincere reapeot and regard for her ooosiu 
Horaci-. Aocept affe<jtional« aA^urance of my deep And earneHt 
sjmimthy. Yoiur cousin, H. A. 




n 
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WiLMiNOTON, April 3. 
Deab Kittik: 

We have beard, tbrough Sam., of dear little Lillian 's illness; 
but were in hopea she vonld reoOTer, Alan, the sod news 
came to an that ber ligbt had gone out, and she bad pateed 
frooi time [o eteruity — tbat tbe good Sbeplierd had taken the 
Umb iu bis bosom, where abe will never know Kicbneitaor pain 

Oh! my dear triond, we know bow yoar verj life vau 
wrapped up in thedear child; but remember, jonr loss ih bar 
eternal gain. I hope ;oa will Qnd ■.'ougolation in the words of 
JeaoH, wben be said, "Suffer little children U> eome nnto me, 
uid forbid them not, for of sai'b is tbe kingdom o( heaven." 
We do sympathize deeply with you, in this, yonr Bad bereave- 
ment; indeed, we all feel like mourners. M yon know Lilly 
was a great favorite with ue. We HbiiU misa her brigbt face 
and charming waya. Bnt her death bere will be nothing U 
the void made in your boine. Wetnow words are iiuide(]nate 
to eipresa ajnipsthy iu such deep affliction, wben onr rebel- 
lions hearts find it hard to say "Thy will be done." 

The stroke is heavy, we know, but the arm of Jenns is 
strong, and Be ie willing to liear all burdens of tbose who will 
rely on Him. May yonr faith grasp the promise. Anna join 
ai with sincere syiupatby. 

UnqlB ThOUAB ilNll AUKT JtHB. 



My DABLIKrS CotmiN: 

How I wisli I could tjike yon iu my ar 
□g with yours, tell you how wrrv, /w;j" 
yon. Twice, have I lasted tbis bitter 
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heart^s deepoRt sympathy goes out to you! How gladly would 
I have saved you this terrible sorrow, but what helpless hnman 
beings we are. 

And now, my dear Kate, instead of our doing for them, they 
are doing for us^ what they never could have done in this life. 
Lilly has thrown to yon, like Anna to me, a golden chain, 
binding us to the everlasting Heaven above. What a glorious 
"going home" it will be, after a while, but we have dear ones 
left on this side to care for yet awhile. 

Dear Cousin, you are constantly in my thoughts. How I 
wish I could have been with Lilly during her sickness, to have 
done some little thing for the darling. The card enclosed I 
bought for Lilly a few days since. How little I realized when 
I bought that, "The Lord's own Jenisaleni," would be Lilly's 
heritage so soon. God bless and comfort you, my dear cousin, 
and Aunt Wallis the same. 

"With sympathy and love beyond measure. 

Your cousin, Adele Price. 



April 1, 1881. 
My Deab Kittie : 

I have only jimt heard, through Lou, of the death of your 
darling little Lillie. How I wish I miRht put my arras around 
you and tell you how deeply I sympathize and feel for you in 
this terrible bereavement As it is, I weep with you ai)d pray 
fervently and constantly, "God help her." There was some- 
thing irresistably sweet and interesting about Lillie, and I have 
always felt drawn towards her. Now, to think of as an angel, 
seems almost impossible. I know from experience how im- 
ponftible it is to find comfort or see wisdom and love in such a 
deaJi'ng^ of providence. But try, dear Kittie, to trust. Think 



K 



he snfferiog sba has sscHped. and from which your 
t ever no strong, would be poweclaBB to shield r ami do not I 
think of her aa uime from yoa : Heaven will be ne 
dearer to yon than ever before. Yoq know how I have Bof- ] 
ferod over eiuue the dsath of my dArliugs, aud 'Ua from a 
heart, full of sorrow aud ^mpatby, 1 wish I might comfort 
Only Jeaas cao. Aud after passing through sach deep 
ers in the death of yoar brother aud iUuess of yonr mother, 
jen seem more tbuu hamaa flnsh cao bear. I beard a daj 
wo ago of Lillies iUoeiig. aud have beeu hoping aud pray- 
ever since. May you be sustained and comforted is the 
prayer of your symppithizing frieud, 

MUS. JiMEH Bmitos. 



Port Deposit, April 7. 
Mr Deab ConsiK : 

Deeply Hympathiziag with you iu the great affliotiou thai 
has come upon you. and mingliog sorrow with sorrow. I would 
gladly, if I could, lessen the great burden of your woe: 
tbere is Borrow that human help cannot reach. There is very 
little we can say that will mitigate the keen Bnguixh that 
death hriugs; nevertheless it is something (o know there 
those who weep with na wUeu we weep, aud are likewiaa 
toached when sore afBictiou overtakes aa. We all felt so vfrg 
sad when we received Anna's postal, telliug of Lilly's death. 
Our hearts went out in deep Hyrapathy for you. Whilst death 
is Boniething we may expect, yet we are never prepared for 
the reuding asuuder of earth's fondest ties, the separatiou from 
loved ones, no more to be seen on earth. The tboughtH a 
hard (o contemplate or entertain even for a uioment. Tt w 
kind (if Anoa to remember us in such hours of distrcsH. 



r 



your Lilly's death jmi»t Iisve cnunt-d. Tliej fold me there was 
ii Providence in it, tliat I was so sorelj- tried, but 'IJK dark to 
me yet— too luystenons. MolLer, Jecnie aud Nealie nend 
muub syiupatliy ; nlsio Neiil nnd Verpiu n heart full of love and 
BjTnpathj. Yoor fondly attached, 

CoDBiN Gboboie. 



Gbkenwich, April 20, 1881. 
BsiR Cousin Kats: 

We yesterday received Anna's letter giving ns the md intel- 
hgence of your tmdden and grievouB affliction. I know how 
yoar heart is [laiued by the loss, to joh. of a darling child, 
the soiiBhine and hope of yonr lite. Fall well 1 know the 
gloom this removal, of little Lillian from yonr sight, has cant 
npoQ all earthly things. Yoii teel yon can never be cheerful 
again. I can trnlj say yon, my dear counin. have my tender- 
est sympathy at this time. My heart goee ont Id yon in love. 
I trast yon will confide all yonr grief to One who is mighty to 
give you help, and I am sm'e He will look and regard you 
with a pitying eye and give yoa comfort Yonr dear child is 
not dead, but is a precious jewel, safe in the tender arms of 
our Saviour. This is a knock at the door of your heart, beck- 
ouiug you to look np to your Bavionr-God, away from the 
perishable things of this earth— to eive him your whole heart, 
and consecrate yourself to the service of the Master. Henry 
and family sympathize with you iu this great trial and be- 
reavement. The taking of your flower reminds ns that we 
are in region and shadow of death, and it should teach ns all 
to be living in habitual prepanifiou of death. 1 woold mcom- 
oiendjpon to the care o( our Heavenly Father, and may yon 




look lo Him who is ibe Beaurrecition anil the Life, and flnil 
peace. Yonr loving conaio, 

Cakrib McFiBLiSD. 



WlLHINOION. 

Deib Mbr. Hashk^erli. : 

While extanding my heartfelt ajmpdthy to yoa, in jonr 
great losa, I caniiot liat think tbnt yon bava great reasno 
eomtort. Dear Lillian ! she was sBot to you hy oar Heavenly 
Father, as an angelic visitor, too lovely for a prolonginl atay 
in this world ; too ethereal Sot the storms and trials whiob 
would have aftniled her ere long. For ten years yon v 
granted tbe joy of her companionship: ai a babe ahe vas 
lovely and sweet ; and as her mind nnfolded, it van bright ai 
pitre as the HUnlight in the early morning. Her mental at- 
tainments were remarkable for a child of her years, while h< 
physioal strength did not proportionally increaaa. 

Thongh we tried to conceal the fact from ourselves, her 
physical part was fading from ns, while bermind and heart 
grew in beaaty and goodness, in preparation for the great 
ohange which was ho noon to come to her. 

Do we mourn when the starlight, beantifol as it is, faclcs 
before the bright rising of the snuy Why, then, whsn shewa 
prepared by oar Hesveuty Father for that bright abode U 
which he called her; and when she was so liitU able to ante: 
into the strife for worldly happinesH. shoold we sorrow that 
she has been removed from the necessity of it, and so soon 
given a place in the Kingdom of Onr Father. 

"SnfFer littlo children to come nuto uie," is oar Saviour's 
Lillian. Shall wc -forbid" her to go? Shall we 



K 



wish her retnm? Rather let UB rejoite thnt she is wife 
bapp; i oh, so happ; '. and, eodeavormg to train up tbooe I 
to ae, Id the fear of God, let ua wait with pa.tt(7iK the lit- 
Linte left as here, before we aball meet the dear ODea who 
have gOQe before, and there, ia the "Sweet bye aud bye," 
enjoy their companionabip forever. With love and sympathy, i 
Very truly yours, 

Geo. W. Bubb. 



, April 15, 1B81. 
My Deab, Deas Fbiend : 

)t tell you how Kbocked I was, a few dayx sioce, oi 
beiug told of the U^rrihlu tronble which bad befallen yon, bav 
ing heard nothiug of your dear little dangbter'e illness. I 
luted to write you at once, but felt uo words from me iNriold 
•Dtaia comfort to a heart bo urufibed fts yoHra must be, and 
yet, 1 feel I mutt tell you how deeply I fuel for and ayiupa. 
thize with yon in yonr sad bereavement. I know how mncli 
dear little Lillian was to you, nud how your ir/i/ile liff was 
wrapped up in her, ulna bow eweet and lovely Hbe wofi. Ai- 
thougb I did not bnow her very well, I olwayn thought her so 
lovable and intereKting, and know no earthly friend can eom- 
ir TODSole you in this bitter trial. Only onr dear Lord, 
was Himself "a man of sorrow and acquainted v 
grief." can heal the bruised and bleeding heart; He alone con 
fill yonr aching heart and empty arms, with Hie presenoe and 
, Think of jour darling as only gone before — in her puri- 
ty and loveliness— escaped (he trials of life, its sorrows and 
mptati one— -'Sate in the arms of Jbbus"— one of the brigb' 
choir of angels, waiting to welcome you home. And. she is 



not liloue ill ILut bcaulifiU boiiie of tiie soul, for ileia Aiiiit 
Emma, who fondly loved lier. rtnd tto often talked tome aboat 
"little Lillian" and her hrigbt ways — Ik there to welcome and 
greet her. Dear Kittif , m; heart ai'beB for you, uy tears 
mingle with jourB, over a loss which onlj a mother cauknow 
the agony of. But it ia not wrong lo waep when our beloved 
one» leave oh, for Jeaus, Himself, wept at the bimb of Laz- 
aruB. He BympathizeB with xm. for "He has borne our griefs 
ahd rarrie-d onr sorrows-" May He give joa strength to bear 
this agonizing trial — comfort and cooKole you, lu my prayers 
you are not forgotten. With sincerpHt synjpalbj, 
I'nnr loving friend, 

Maby K, Mattl- 



BiNOHiMTON, April 2l'i, ISfl. 
Mv Deab Meb, Habnicbell; 

I hear you have a beantiful angel in Heaven — but. you 
would, perbui)B, think it out of place were I to congratulate 
yott. O, how onr eyes are holden that we cannot see. 

Why seek we the livingauiong iLe dead; they are not there. 
A. veil haiigK betni-en yon and the beautiful spirit which is 
yonirs, and gradually, aa ihe longypBrBulowly move on, it will 
grow thin, and the eyt's of faith, ever looking upward, will sen 
tbrongh — and where tbi) treasure ix, there the heart will be aluo. 

I know what I sui speaking of. The center of my heart 
Ues upon the hill above you. aud my whole being went with 
her BO fully, that I ean never waiider far frpm the "gale" 
where she in waiting for me. I have learned much more 
ahaiit Heaveu siure the has been there, by Htudying every. 
thiiiB rrfiTriuB to it. e«pei>iiilly the bible, which was my eon. 
etant companion for a long time aft«r she went, and which 
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revealed to me so much, that I gradaally grew to feel very 
near to her and her beaatifnl home. 

I pray that you too may follow the hwppy spirit, and live so 
near to her and her Savioar — who are together now and ev^ 
will be— that yon may never feel separated from her who has 
only **gone before." 

Tonrs in the deepest sympathy and love, 

F. S. POBTEB. 



New York, April 11. 
My Deab Kate : 

Ton can scarce conceive the pain and sorrow experienced 
on receiving Anna's letter telling of the death of yonr darling 
Lillian — yonr child, that has always seemed to ns to be es- 
pecially destined to give you comfort and happiness — a sweet, 
loving disposition, and always a thought for your comfort. 

Our hearts go out to you, dear Kate, in this sad, sad afflic- 
tion. We have twice met these losses. Our one dear child is 
a great comfort to us. She has carefully preserved the en- 
closed picture of Lillian. Should you copy it, we would be 
more than pleased to receive one. With kindest love to you, 
my poor dear child, your mother and sisters, 

I am, your friend, 

P. A. Hbpbubn. 



New Yobk, April 20. 
My Dear Cousin Kate: 

I will not burden you with words in your great sorrow. I 
know too well, by sad experience, how bitter it is. So, too, I 
know that, after those three blackest days of my life, (follow- 
ing our Walter's death), Christ heard prayer, and came into 
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mj beart to fill it nitb a Bbviige, Ewpet Bense of His pri'SBUca 
and CDDjumtiian. Thin did uot make me forget Waltor, bat 
how precious it waa and boa been Kini^e. And we "sotto 
not witbant bupe." Mny it be bo with yuu. Sarah joins 
loyetojou. Hemby McFiBLiND. 



la<T we do uiiBii the dear little things. The hear! nt 

BUB to Inug for the glorified rbildreu, aud I gneBH that's the 
reaaon the di^ar Ixird tokas them to himself, so that our hei 
may go after them, for "where the treasare in. there the heart 
most be also." 

I oottld never tell a mother that it ie relielUmui to moil 
God expeelt ns to, and pities ns. No icord* can touch the a 
but God's pit; and love can soothe. He only, who made the 
BWeet child, aud who lovea it, even m(/rr tbau motber vitti, is 
able to gite sympathy to our bouJb. 

I have found comfort ID the last verae of Mrs. Browning's 
" Only a turl." Let me whisper it to you. and do ti'y, whau 
your loan seems greater than ;ou eaii bear, let it oeaupy ynar 

id. Don't tire of repeatiu|j it; its meatiiug will eoim 

L, a little at a time "by and by." 

Then oourage • 'Tin uimr (or *ou 
To lie dMwu !iy a nuglr gold luir 



Dear Mrs, HaruifkeU, if we were only /-■« selfish. 1 
know your Lillie is mi happy. Only Ihiub of it, om- timid, 
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shrinking little ones, happy withoat im. What a place Heaven 
mnst be. Can't you think it best to have her there, so pure 
and happy. Tour angely angel Lillie. Yon can grow more 
and more like her every year, antil yon are called to meet her. 

Heaven most seem nearer now that she is there. 

■» 

I can realize how a mother can neDer become reconciled to 
the loss of a child ; bat we are not among that class. We 
can only moam for angels, who were too sinless and pare for 
earth. When yon think of yoar pure, spotless darling, realize 
what it must be to lose a wicked child. 

**■ Arms, empty of her child, she lifts 

With spirit unbereaven, 
God will not all take back His gifts 

My Lilly^H mine in Heaven ! 
StUl mine^ maternal rights seiene. 

Not given to another. 
The crystal bars shine faint between 

The soul of child and mother. 

Meanwhile the mother cries, content ! 

Our love was weU divided, 
Its sweetness following where nhe went. 

Its anguish staid where / did. 
Well done of Gk)d, to halve the lot, 

And give her all the sweetness. 
To Tn«, the empty room and cot. 

To her the Heaven's completeness. 



Grow fast in Heaven, sweet Lilly, clipped. 

In love more calm than this is. 
And may the angels, dewy lipped. 

Remind theo of my kisses. 
While none shall tell thee of our tears, 

These human tears now falling, 
Till after a few patient years. 

One home shall take us all tn." 



